ACT I                    BITTER    SWEET             SCENE III
MEN :         Everything's ending,
The moon is descending,
Behind the tall trees in the park.
GIRLS :       Silence falls,
SI amber calls.
MEN :         We men together
Were wondering whether
We might have a bit of a lark.
GIRLS :       No jokes in the dark, please,
What sort of a lark, please ?
ALL :         Just a slight dance,
One more dream-of-delight dance;
Just a sort of good-night dance
Would be glorious fun.
MEN :    Won't you let us, please let us, just stay for
a while,
Won't you, please won't you, be gay for a
while?
All we desire is to play for a while
Now the party's done.
GIRLS        Just a fast waits,
Till the world seems a vast waits
Very often the last waits
Is the birth of Romance.
ALL :         It's a June night,
There's a thrill in the moonlight;
Let's give way to the tender surrender
Of our last dance.
At the end of the number all the men, with the
exception 0/"MR. PROUTIE, creep out, leaving the GIRLS
seated demurely on gilt chairs at some distance from
one another all round the stage. MR. PROUTIE, being
very smitten with GLORIA, bides behind the sofa.
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